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UNCLE TOM’S CABIN :

AMONG THE LOWLY.

LIFE

BY NES M. B STOWE

Cusrrer | — In which the Reader is introduced (o
a Man of Humanity.

Late in the sfternoon of a cbilly day in Feb-
rusry, iwo gentlemen were fitting alone over their
wipe, in & well-faruished dising parlor, in the
town of P ,in Kentucky. There were no
servants present, and the gentlemen, with chairs
closely spprosching, seemed to be discussing some
subject with great earncstness,

For convenience sake, we have said, hitherto,
iwo gontlomen. Oune of the parties, however, when
critieally examined, did not seem, striotly speak-
ing, to come under the species. He was & short,
thick-set man, with oosrse, commonplace features,
and that swaggering air of pretension which
makes a Jow man who is trying to elbow his way

i e of - - B el

in 8 gaudy vest of many colors, & blue necker- |

chief, bedropped gaily wik yellow spots, and ar-
raogsd with o flaunting tie, quite in keeping with
{he general pir of the man. [Hishands, large and
course, were plentifully bedecked with rings, and
be wore o heavy gold watoh-chain with a bundle
of seals of portentous size and u great variety of
colors attached to it—which, in the ardor of con-
versation, he was in the habit of flourishing and
gingling with evident satisfaction. His eonver-
sation was in free and easy defiance of Murray’s
grammar, and was garnished at convenient inter-
vals with various profane expressions, which not
even the desire to be graphic in our account shall
induce us to transeribe.

His companion, Mr. Shelby, had the appear-
anoc of & gentleman, and the sarrangements of the
house and the gemeral air of the housekeeping
indicated easy and even opulent circumstances.
As we before stated, the two are in the midst of
an earnest conversation.

“That is the way I should arrange the matter,”
usid Mr. Shelby,

| can’t make trade that way—I positively
can't, Mr. Shelby,” said the other, holding up &
glass of wine between his eye and the light.

“ Why, the fact is, Haley, Tom is an uncommon
fellow—he is certainly worth that sum any-
where—steady, honest, capable, mansges my
whole farm like a clock”

“You mean honest, as niggers go,” said Haley,
helping himself to a glass of brandy.

“No; | mean, really, Tom is & good, steady,
sensible, pious fellow. He got religion at & camp-
mecting four years mgo, snd I balieve he really

o get it Dve trusted him sinoe then with svery.
thing 1 have—money, house, horses—Aand Tet him
come sl go round the country, and I always
found him true and square in everything”

“ Some folks don't believe there is pious niggers,
Shelby ! " sald laley, with a candid flourish of
bis hand, “but I'do. 1 had a fellow, now, in this
yere lasl lot I took to Orleans—'twas as good ns
n meetin now, really, to hear that erittur pray;
and he was quite gentle nnd quiet like ; he fetched
me & good sum, too, for I bought him oheap of a
man that was ‘bliged to sell out; so I realized six
hundred on him.  Yes, | consider religion a vale-
yable thing in » nigger, when it's the genuine ar-
ticle, and no mistake.”

“ Well, Tom's got the resl article, if ever a fel-
low had,” rejoined the other. “ Why, last fall, I
let him go to Cincinnati alone, to do business for
me, and bring home five hundred dollars. Tom,
#ays [ to him, | trust you because | think you're a
Christisn—1 know you wouldn't cheat. Tom
comes hack sure enough—I koew he would. Some
low fellows, they say, said to him—Tom, why
don’t you make tracks for Canada? Ah, master
trusted me and | couldn’t—they told me about
it lam sorry to part with Tom, I must sy,
Vou onght to let him cover the whole balance of
the debt , and you would, Haley, if you had any
conscience.”

“ Well, I've got just as much conscience as any
man in business can afford to keep—just a little,
you know, lo swear by, as 'twere,” said thetrader,
Jocularly ; “ and, then, I'm ready to do anything in
resson to 'blige friends; but this yer, you see, is
n leetle too hard on a fellow—a leetle too hard”
The trader sighed contemplatively, snd poured
oul some more brandy,

“ Well, then, Haley, how will you trade?” said
Mr. Shelby, after sn uneasy interval of silence.

“ Well, haven’t you & boy or gal that you eould
throw in with Tom.”

* Hum '—none that I could well spare—to till
’l_h' lﬂllh‘:f' only hard necessity makes me wil-
ing to sell at all. 1 dom't lik
of my hands, that's & fact.” " PR

Here the door opened, and a small quadroon
boy, between four and five years of age, entered the
room. There was something in his Bppearance
remarkably beautiful and engaging. His black
liair, fine as floas silk, hung in glossy curls about

b round, dimpled face, while u pair of large, | ™

dark eyes, full of fire and softncss, looked out
from beneath the rich, long lashes, as he peered
curiously into the spartment. A gy robe of
soarlet and yellow plaid, carefully made and neat-
Iy fivted, set off to advantage the dark and rich
style of his beauty, and a certain comie air of ss-
furance, blended with bashfulness, showed that
hie had been not unused to being petted and no-
ticed by his master.

“Haulloa, Jim Crow!" said Mr. Shelby, whiat-
ling, and suapping a bunch of raisins towards him,
Pick that up, now !

The child scamperod with all his little strength
after the prize, while his master lsughed.

" Come here, Jim Crow,” mid he. The child
came up, and the master pstted thd curly head,
and chocked him under the ohin o

“Now, Jim, show this geatleman how you ean
dsnce and sing” The boy commenced one of
those wild, grofesque songs common among the
begroes, in & rich, olear voice, his

*iuging with many comic evolations of the hands, | ™

foet, and whole body, all in perfect time to the

musig

“ Bravo!” said Haley, throwing him & quarter
of &n orange,
“Now, Jim, walk like old U adjoe
he has the Muml:;‘m- .:-
‘hlmlrlhﬂﬁihhli.h.‘“.m """""‘;
' Appesrsnce of deformity and distortion,
v “"““"’d-n& his master's nl:
:nhhrhhr,hw-bnl&m*“
"4 face drawn loto & doleful pucker, aad spltting
from right to lef, in Imitation of an ol mas.
Both gentlemen laaghed :
" Now, Jim” said his master,
Fider Robbine leads the pestm.” The boy drew
bia chubby fhee down to » formidable lengtd, and

1

commenged touning a psalm tune through his nose
with imperturbable gravity.

“ Hurrah! bravoe! what a young un,” said
Haley—* that chap’s n case, I'll promise. Tell
you what!” said he, suddenly clappiog his hand
ou Mr. Shelby's shoulder, * fling in that chap and
I'll seitle the business — 1 will. Come, now, if
that sint doing the thing up about the rightest |

At this moment the door was pushed gently
open, and & young quadroon woman, apparently
about twenty-five, entered the room.

There needed only & glance from the child to
her, to identify her as its mother. There was the
same rich, full, dark eye, with its long lashes, the
same ripples of silky black bair; the brown of her
complexion gave way on the cheek to a pereepti-
ble flush, which deepened as she saw the gaze of
the strange man fixed upon her in bold and un-
disguised admiration. Her dress was of the
neatest possible fit, and set off to advautage her
finely moulded n‘}:ro—a delicately formed hand
and o trim foot apkle were items of appear-
anoe that did not esespe the quick eye of the
trader, well used to run up ot a glance the points
of n fine female article.

“ Well, Eliza,” said her master, as she stopped
and looked hesitatingly st him,

“] was looking for Hurry, plesass, sir; " snd the
boy haunded toward her, showing his -spoils,
which bo had gathered in |hBeli g of his robe.

“ Well, take him away, s8el,” aald Rir. Shelby;
and bastily st% withdrew, esrrying the child on
her arm.

“ By Jupiter,” aid the trader, turning to him
in admiration, “there's an srticle, pow! You
might make your fortane on that ar gal in Or-
leans any day. ['ve seen over a thousand in my
hz paid down for gals not a bit handsomer.”

I don’t want to make my fortune on her,” said
Mr. Bhelbi, dryly; and, seeking to turu the con-
versation, he uncorked a bottle of fresh wine, and
asked his companion's opinion of it.

“ Capital, sir—first chop!” said the trader;
then turning snd slapping bis hand familiarly on
Shelby’s shoulder, he added—

 Come, how will youtrade about the gal—what
ghall I say for her—what'll you take 17

“ Mr. Haley, she is not to be sold,” said Shel-
by. My wife would not part wijh her for her

“Aye nye! women always say such things,
eausa they 'hant no sort of caleulation. Just show
‘em how many watches, and feathers, and trinkets,
one's weight in gold would buy, and that alters
the case, I reckon”

“] tell you, Haley, this must not be l‘rakm of ;
I say no, snd | mesan no,” gaid Shelby, decidedly.

“ Well, you'll let me have the boy, though,”
gaid the trader; “ you must own I've come down
pretty handsomely for him.”

“ What on earth can you want with the child 1”
said ﬂheibly‘

“Why, I've got a friend that's going into this
yer branch of the business—wants to buy up hand-
some-boys to raise for the market—fancy articles
entirely—sell for waiters, and so on, to rich 'uns
that ean pay for handsome ’uns. It sets off one
of yr great palaces—a real handsome boy to open
door, wait, and tend—they fetch a sum—and
this little devil is such a , musical con-
cern—he’s just the article”

“I would rather not sell hig " said Mr.Shelby,
thoughtfully; “the fact is, sir, 'm a humane
man, and | hate to take the boy from his mother,
gir.

“Oh, f“ do—La! yes—somethin of that ar
patur. | understand s«rleoll;. It is mighty on-
plessant getting on With women, sometimes. [
all'ays hates these yer sorachin, screamin times,

They are mighty onpleasant; but ss |
businesa, 1 generally avoids ‘em, sir. Now, whes
if you get the girl off for a day, or a week, or #o;

then the thing's done quickly, all over before she
comes home. Your wife might get her some ear-
rlngul or & new gown, or gome such truck, to make
up with her”

“Pm afraid not.”

“Lor bless ye, yes. ‘These oritters aint like
white folks, you know; they gets over things,
only manage right. Now, they say,” said Haley,

& candid and confid air, “that
this o' trade is hardening to the feelings, but
I never found it so. Fact s I never could do
things up in the way that seme fallery
the ness. I've pecn ‘em as would pull & wo-
man’s child out of her and set him up to
sell, and she soreechin’ like mad all the time—
very bad policy—damages the articles—makes
‘em quite unfit for service sometimes. | knew a
ralludmn girl, once, in Orleans, as was en-
tirely ruined by this sort o' bandling. The fel-
low that was trading for her dido’t want her
baby, and she was owe of your resl high sort
when her blood was up. 1 tell you, she
up her child in her arms, nnd talked and went on
real awful ; it kinder makes my blood run eold to
think on’t—and when they carried off the ohild
and locked her up, she jest went ravin’ mad, and
died in a week. Clear waste, then, sir, of a thou-
sand dollars, just for want of management—
there’s where 'tia.  It's always best to do the hu-
mane thing, sir ; that's been my experience.” And
the trader leaned back in his chair, and folded
his arms, with an air of virtuous decision, appa-
n'nrt:.y uwring hlmtl.: :o second :Vllbotrlforu

Ly i pﬂﬂd terest the emen
durly; for, whlﬁe Mr. Shelby was thf::htmlly
peeling an orange, he broke out afresh, with be-
coming diffidence, but an if actually driven hy the
foree of truth to say a few words more,

“It don’t look well, now, for a feller to bea
praisin’ himself; but | say it, jest becanse it'a the
truth. [ believe 'm reckoned to bring in about
the finest droves of niggers that is brought in—-at
least I've been told so. If | have once, | reckon
I have a hundred times, all in good case, fat and
likely, and I lose as few as any man in the busi-
neas, and 1 lays it all to my management, sir ; and
bnmity,ail;. | may say, is the great pillar of my

t

Mr. Shelby did not know what to say, and so
he said * Indeed 1”

“ Now. 've been laughed at for my notions,
sir, and Pve been talked to. They aint pop'lar,
and they aint common ; but 1 stuck to 'em, sir;
I've stuck to ’;:,dn: i:-uliml welll on 'em i
sir, they have their passage, | may say,” an
the trader laughed at his joke.

There waa something so piquant and original
in these elucidations of humanity, that Mr. Shel-
by could not lul: lsughing in company. Perhaps
you laugh too, desr reader, but you know hu-
manity comes out in u variety of strange forms
now-a-days, and there is no end to the odd things
thst hamane people will say and do.

Mr. Shelby’s laugh encouraged the trader to
roceed

y “I¢'s strange, now, but 1 never could beat this

into rnple’l eads. Now, there was Tom Loker,

;{a d ,down in Natehez ; he wasa clever
low,

om waa, ouly the very devil with nig-
m@ rrlndplo s, see, for & better

fellor never broke ; "twas his sys-
sir; I used to talk to Tom. Why, Tom, |
used to say, when your.glu.ll tnkes on and ery,
what's the use o' orackin’ on 'em over the head,
and knockin’ on 'em round 7 It’s ridiculous, says
I, and don’t do no sort of ¢od Why, | don’t
se¢ no harm in their oryin’, says I; ita natur,
says, I, and if natur can blow off one way, it
will another. Besides, Tom, says

would be a singing and whooping like all possess-
ed. Every man, you know, Mr. Bhelby, natural-
ly thinks well of his own waye, and | think |
treat niggers just about as well s it's ever worth
while to treat "em.”

4 [v's » happy thing to be satisfied” said Mr
Shelby, with a slight shrug, aod some perceptible
feelinga of a dissgreeable nature.

“ Well,” said Haley, after they had both si-
lently pioked their nuts for a season,  what do

on say 7"

"Il think the matter over, and talk with my
wife,” said Shelby, “Meantime, IHaley, if you
want the matter carried on in the quict way you
speak of, you'd best not let your business in this
peighborhood be kmown. It will get out among
my boys, and it will not be s particularly quiet
businees, ruing awsy any of my fellows, if they
koow it, I'll promise you '

“Oh! eertainly, by all menns, mum ! of course.
Bat Il tell you, 'm in a devil of & hurry, and
shall want to know, as soon as poasible, what |
may depend on,” said he, rising and putting on
his overcoat.

“ Well, eall up this evening, between six and
seven, and you shall bave my nnswer,” said Mr.
Shelby, and the trader bowed himself out of the

“1'd like to have heen allo to kick the fellow
down LthE sleps” suld b oMy, ug Ty s
the door fairly closed, “with his impudent sssur-
ance; bat he knows how much he has me at ad-
vautage, If anybody had ever said to me that |
should sell Tom down South to one of those ras
cally traders, [ should have said, * Is thy servant
s dog, that he should do this thing?’ And now
it must come, for aught I see. And Eliza's child,
too! I know that [ shall have some fuss with
wife about that; and for that matter, about Tom,
too. So much for being in debt! heigho! The
fellow sees his advantage, and means to push it.”

Perhaps the mildest form of the gystem of sla-
very is to be seen in the State of Kentucky. The
general Ireulence of agricultural pursuits of a
quiet and gradual nature, not requiring those pe-
riodic seasons of hurry and pressure that are
oalled for in the business of more Southern dis-
tricts, makes the task of the negro a more health-
ful and reasonsble one; while the waster, con-
ek SR JRITGE VR W
not those temptations to hardheartedness which
always overcome frail human nsture when the
prospect of sudden and rapid gain is weighed in
the balance with no heavier counterpoise than
the interests of the helpless and unprotected.

Whoever visits some estates there, and witness-
s the good-humored indulgence of some masters
and mistresses, and the affectionate loyalty of
some slaves, might be tempted to dream the oft-
fabled poetic legend of a patriarchal institution
and all that ; but over and above the soene, there
broode a tous shadow—the shadow of Law.
8o long as the law considers all these human be-
i
only as so many thugs belonging to a master—so
long as the failure, or misfortune, or imprudence,
or death, of the kindest owner, may oause them

day to exchange a life of kind protestion and
indulgence for one of hopeless misery and toil, so
1 t is impossible to make anything beautiful
or desirable in the best regu ndministration
of slavery.

Mr. Shelby was s fair average kind of man, good-
natured and kindly, and disposed to eusy indul-
g:: of those around him, and there had never

& lack of anything which might eontribute to
the physical comfort of the on his eatate.
He bad, however, speculated ly ond quite
loosely—had involved himself deeply, and his
noteston amount had come into the hands of
Haley, and this small piece of information is the
key to the E:Ioding conversation.

iluw, it 80 happened that, in approaching
the door, Eliza had caught enough of the conver-
sation to kmow that & trader was making offers
to her master for somebody.

She would gladly have stopped at the door to
listen as she came out, but her mistress just then
calling, she was obliged to hasten away.

Still she thought she heard the trader make an
offer for ber boy—could she be mistaken? Her
heart swelled and throbbed, and she involuntarily
strained him so tight that the little fellow looked

with beating hearts and living affections, | est

pleasing manners, and was & general favorite in
the faotory. ertheless, a8 this young man
was in the eye of the law not a man, but a thing,
all these superior qualifications were subject to
the control of a vulgar, narrow-minded, tyranni.
cal master, This same gentleman, having heard
of the fame of George's invention, took u ride |
over to the factory, to see what this intelligent
chattel hndm?:; ;La::. :.;Im rriaivad with |
great enth e oyer, who congrat-
ulated him on po-ﬂb’ ng so valuable a nlnan I
He waa waited upon over the factory, shown
the machinery by George, who, in high spirits,
talked so flaeutly, held himself so erect, looked
20 handsome and manly, that his master n
to feel an uneasy comsclonsmess of inferiority.
What business had his slave to be marching
round the country, inventing machines. and hold-
ing up his head among . He'd soon
put & stop to it. He'd take him back and put him
to hoeing %nd diﬁ. nnd see if he'd step about
80 pmart. Acco ‘Sy, the msnufacturer snd all
hands conoerned were astovnded when he sud.
denly demanded George's wages, and anuounced
his intention of taking bim koma.

“ Buat, Mr. H  romonstraled the manufue-
turer, “isn’t this rather sudden 1"
“ What if it is—jsn’t the man wine 7"

moral of this combination is its tendency to
increase the sense of individuality, that the man
may not be lost in the cuizen ; the ' individual not
snnihilated by merging him in the State”

May the champions of freedom keep n steady
eye to the Higher Law ; Jet them maintain their
integrity, and soon will they be gustained in their
righteous efforts. Awos GuLeert

For the National Era.

A REMINISCENCE.

BY FATTY LEE

Some four or five years ago, there came to re-
aide in the neighborhood in which | then lived &
fumily consisting of three persons—an old lady, &
young man, and a child of some fourteen years.
The cottage they took was divided by a little
strip of wood from my own home; and [ well re-
member how rejoiced | was on first seeing the
blue smoke curling up from the high red chim-
neys, for the house had been a long time vacant,
and the prospect of having near neighbors gave
me delight. Perbaps, too, | was not the less

“We would bewilling. wl-:r-m the rate
2.0 puen ) aratvom L

‘ No ohject at ull, sir. 1 don’t peed to hire any
of my handa out, unless I've o mind to.”

 Bat, sir, he seems peculiurly adapted to this
business '
 Dare say he may be—never was much adapt-
ed to anything that | set him about, I'll be bound
“ But only think of his inventing this machine,”
}nterpmd one of the workmen, rather unlucki-

“Oh! yes—n machine for saving work, is it7
He'd invent that, I'll be bound ; let a nigger
alone for that any time. They are all labor-sav-
ing machines themselves, every one of 'em. No,
he shall tramp.”

George had stood like one transfixed at hear-
ing his doom thus suddenly promounced by a
power that he knew was irresistible. He folded
his arms, tightly pressed in bis lips, but a whole

> T Jamiveane ¢
breathed short, and his Iarge dork eyes flashed
liks Uss cosls, and be c2igh? a== heoken ort Into
some dangerous ebullition, had not the kindl
manufacturer touched him on the arm, and said,
in a&:v tono--o
“Give way, George—go with him for the pres-
ent. We'll try to help you yet” .
The tyrant observed the whisper, and conjec-
tured its import, though he could not hear what
was said, snd he inwardly strengthened himsell
in bis determination to keep the power he pos-
sessed over his victim.
GNT was taken home, sad put to the mean-
drudgery of the farm. He had been able to
repress every d ful word ; but the flashing
eye, l.h:.floomy and troubled brow, were part of
& natu h:fnge that could uot be repressed—
indubitable which showed too plainly that
the man could not become a thing.
It was during the happy ricuf of his employ-
ment in the f that rge had seen and
married his wife. Dnrlai that period—being
much trusted and favored by his employer—he
bad free liberty to come sand go at disoretion.
The marriage was b approved of by Mrs
Shelby, who, with a little womanly complacency
in matoh-making, felt pleased to unite her hand-
some favorite with one of her own class who
seemed in every way suited to her—and so they
were married in her mistress’s great parlor, and
her mistress herself adorned the bride’s beautiful
hair with orange blﬂm:lnd threw over it the
bridal veil, which ly could scarce have
rested on w fairer one—and there was no Inck of
white gloves and cake and wine, of admiring
guesta to praise the bride’s beauty and her mis-
tress's indulgence and liberality, For a year or
two Eliza saw her husband frequently. and there
was nothing to interrupt their happiness, except
the loss of two infant children to whom she was
passionately attached, and whom she mourned
with a grief so intense as to call for gentle re-
monstrance from her misiress, who sought with
maternal nnxiety to W ¥t swion-
0

up into her fage in astonishmant. &Y
“ Eliza, what ails you to-day?” said her

knocked down the work.stand, and finally was
abstractedly offering her mistress a long night-
in place of the silk dress she had ordered

Eer to I:#n; from the wardrobe.
Eliza sturted, *“ Oh, missis!” she said, raising
her eyes; then bu_rgtiu% into tears, she sat down

in a ohair, and sobbing.
“ ws,-,—'i;xuzﬂ&; what ails you?” said her
mistress.

;;:)dh! nmmun"nﬂ Eliln, ; there's heen
A er ta with master in the parlor.
“ wﬂl,“:iu hild, suppose th "
ye au there has.

“Oh, missis, do J:;n suppose mas'r wonld sell
my Harry?” And the poor creaturs threw her-
self into a chair, and sobbed convulsively.

“Bell him! No, you foolish girl! You know
your master never deals with those Southern tra-
ders, and never meana to sell any of his servants
ss long as they bebave well %hy, u silly
child, who do you think would want to buy your
L{:q? Do you think all l.?woﬂd are set on

ns &Y, you Ruh Come, cheer up,
and hoor:ny dress. ere, now, put my bu%
hair up in‘that pretty braid you learnt the other
day, and don't go listening at doors any more.”

“ Well, but missis, you never would give your
consent—to—to—" -

“ Nonsense, obild! to be sure 1 shounldn't
What do you talk so for? | would aa soon have
one of my o:m u.lllldrn n“lfl.o Butdn'lu‘y, Eliza,

ou are n, l"!ll‘l‘ ud of that little
gellow. .:"m‘i ean't put his :::0 into the door,
but you think he must be coming to buy him”

Reassured by her mistreas’s eonfident tone,
Eliza procecded nimbly and adroitly with her toi-
luhlmghla'hu her own fears as she prooceded.

ra. Shelby was a woman of a high olasa, both
intellectually and morally, To that natural
magnanimity and generosity of mind which one
often marks as characteristio of the women of
Kentuoky, she added high moral and religious
sensibility and principle, carried out with great
energy and ability into practical results, Her
husband, who made mo professions to any par-
tioular religious charaoter, nevertheless rever-

)

enoed and th of hers, and
stood a little in awe of her opinion. Cer-
tain it was, that he gave her unlimited scope In
sll her benevolent for the instrue-

tion, and improvement of her servants, though he
never took any decided in them himeelf In
in the dootrine of

E
|
i
i

Cuarrer IL—The Mother.
Eliza had been brought up by her mistress from
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mistress, when Eliza had upset the wash-pitcher, | ligi

ate feelings with n sod re-
on.

After the birth of little Harry, however, she
had gradually become tranquillizsd snd settled,
and every bleeding tie and throbiiug nerve, onoce
more entwined with that little life, seemed to be-
oome sound and healthful, and Elizs was & happy
woman up to the time that her husband was
rudely torn from his kind employer, and brought
under the iron sway of his logal owner.

The manufacturer, true to bis word, visited
Mr. Harris & week or iwo after George had been
taken away, when, as he hoped, the hest of the
oconsion had prased away, and tried every powsi-
ble inducement to lead him to restore him to his
former employment.

“ You needn’t trouble yourself to talk any lon-
ger,” said he, doggedly, “ I know my own busi-
ness, sir.”

“] did mot presume to interfere with it, sir
| only thought that you might think it for your
lntau? to let your man to us on the terme pro-

“ Oh, | understand the matter well enough. |
saw your winking snd whispering the day | took
him out of the factory, but you dov’t come it over
me that w?. It’s a free coundr g, sir—the man's
mine, and | do what I please with him ! that's it !”

And so fell George's last hopa—nothing before
him but s life of toil and drudgery, rendered more
bitter by every little smarting vexation and in-
dignity which tyrannical ingeunity could devise

A very humane jurist onoe said, the worst use
you can put & man to is to hasg him. No, there
is nnother use that & man. oan be put to that is
worse |

[ro B CONTINTED,|
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LET THEN BE HOA0KED.

BomvviiLy, Junuary 25, 1551

Mz Eprron: Though self-spproval is the best
earthly support a conscientious mam can
for, yet, that in the weakness of our nature, de-
fectivencss of our training, or the embarrassing,
vitisting scenes which surrounds us, the wisest

n the preception or strengthen
and stimulate in its -
a8 8 olass, have not been remarked for inflexible
adherence to moral ve of
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voleano of bitter feelings burped in his bogom,
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pleased that they were new neighbors. We are
likely to under-estimute persous blad ulugs wo
have ocontinually sbout us; bat let sepuration
come, and we learn what they were to us.  dpro-
pos of this—in the little wood | have spoken of |
remember there was an oak tree, taller by a great
deal than its fellows; and a thousand times | have
felt as though its mates must be oppressed gjth &
painful sense of degradation, and really wished
the axe were laid at its root. At last, one day |
heard the rioging strokes of that fatal instru-
ment, and, on inquiry, was told that the wood-
man had received orders no longer to spare that
Esgerly | listenod st first — every stroke
was like the song of victory ; then the gladness
subsided, and | began to marvel how the woods
‘ronldﬂoot with the mocirch fallen; then |
Ve ey e S ' : PO, T
to reflect upon myself as having sealed its death
«warraut, o th&t when the orash told vhat the
mighty was fallen, waking the sleeping echoes
from the hills, I cannot tell how sad an one it
waked also in my heart. If I could see it stand-
ing once more, just once more! but | could not,
and till this day I feel a twinge when [ think of
the tall oak.

But the new peighbors—some curiosity min-
gled with my pleasure, | confess; and so, as soon
aa | thought they were settled, and feeling at
home, | made my toilet with unusual care for the
first call.

The cottage was somewhat back from the main
road, to which access was had by a narrow graas-
grown lane, bordered on one side by & green belt
of meadow land, and on the other by the grove,
sloping upward and backward to a clayey hill,
where, with children and children’s children
about them,

“The rude forefathers of the hamlet slept."”

A little farther on, but in fall view of its stunted
oypresses and white headstones, was the cottage.
Of burial grounds generally | have no dread, but
from this particular one | was acoustomed, cven
from a child, to turn away with something of sa-
perstitions horror. 1 could never forget how
Laura Hastings saw a light burning there all one
winter night, after the death of John Hine, a wild,
roving fellow, who never did any real harm in
his life to any one but himself, hastening his own
death by foolish exoesses. Nevertheless, his
ghost had been seen more than onoe, sitting on
the oold clay mound beneath which the soul's ex-
pression was fading and crumbling into dust—so,
at lenst, said some of the oldest and most plous
inhabitants of our village. There, too, Mary
Wildermings, a fair young girl who died, more
sinned against than sinoing, had been heard to
eing sad lullabics under the waning moon some-
times, aud at other times had been seen sitting by
her sunken grave, and bralding roses, as for a
bridal, in her hair. True, T never saw any of
these wonderful things; bul & spot more likely
to be haunted by the unresting spirits of the bad
could mot readily be Imagined. The woodas,
thick and full of birds along the roadside, thinned
awny toward the desolate ridge, where briers
grew over the grave-mounds, and sbout and
through the fallen palings, as they would, with
here and there a little clearing among weeds and
thistles and high matted grass, for the making of
a new bed.

It was the twilight of a beautiful summer day
as | walked down the grassy lane and past the
lonesome graveyard to make my first call at the
oottage, feeling, | scarcely knew why, strangely |
sad. By snold broken bridge in the hollow be.
tween the cottage and the graveyard | remember
that | st down, and for a long time listened to the

tree,

trickliog of the water over the pebbles, and
| watehed the golden patches of sunlight till they

yaite faded out ns “ came still eveningon, and twi-
| light gray, that in her sober livery all things
| chad ™

So quietly | sat that the mole, beginning its
| plind work st sunset, loosened and stirred the
| groand beseath my feet, and the white, thiok-
| woths, coming from beneath the dusty
| weeds, fluttered sbout me, and lighted in my lap,
aad the dull dabby beating of the bat came al-
most in my face.

The first complaint of the owl sounded along
the hollow and died over thenext hill, warning me
to proceed, when | heard, as it were the echo of
my own thought, repeated, in s low, melanocholy
voloe, the conclusion of that beautiful stanza of
the elegy in reference to that moping bird. I
distinetly caught the lines—

“(f snoh s wandering near har sacred bower,
Molest Ler anolent solitary reign.”

Looking up, | saw approaching slowly, with
arms folded and eyes upon the grownd, s young
and seemingly exceeding bandsome man. Ie
passed without motieing me at all, and I thiok
without seeing me. As he did not observe me, |
bad the better oppartunity of observing him,
though | would fain have foregons that privilege
to have won one glance. He interested me, and
I felt humiliated that he should pass me as though
| were a stick or a stone. His face was pale and
very sad, and bis forehead shaded with a mass of
black, heavy halr, pushed sway from one temple,
and falling neglectedly over the other.

opposite hill, feeling very much us though he had
wantonly slighted some olaim 1 had upon him,
though I could not possibly have the slightest,

a quick step toward the cottage.

A golden-haired young girl sat in the window
reading, and on my spproach arose and received
me with eany gracefulness and well-bred courtesy,
but during my stay her manoer did not once bor-
der upon cordiality. She was very beautiful, but
her beaaty was like that of stataary. The moth-
er | did not seo. Bhe waa, as [ was told, slightly

« Well " aaid I, a8 | watehed him saoending the | ber

and, turning {ll-humoredly away, I walked with .

The sun had hoen set some time, but the moon
bad risen fall aud bright, so that I felt no fear
even in passing the graveyard, but walked more
slowly than [ had done before, till, reaching the
ate, | paused to think of the awful mystery of
ife and death und immortality.

This is not a very desolate apot, after all,
thought |, as, leaning over the gate, something of
the quiet of the place infused itsell into my
spirit. Here, | felt, the wicked oease from troub-
ling, and the weary nre at rest. Here the long
train of evils that sttach themselves to the best
phases of humanity fade to silent dust. Iere
the thorn-crown of pain is loosened from the
brow of sorrow by the white hand of peace, snd
the hearts that were all their lifetimes bowed un-
der the shadow of & great and baply unpitied af-
fliction never ache any more. Aud here, O, best
of all, the frailties of the unresisting tempted are
folded away beneath the shroud from the humil-
intiniglanu of pity—from the cold eyes of pride.
We have need to bhe thaokful that when man
brought upon his primal nature the mildew of sin,
God did not cast us utterly from him, but in the
unsearchable riches of his merey struck open the
refuge of the grave. If there were no fountain
where our sins of sarlet may be washed as white
a8 wool—If the blrok nightof death were not bor-
dered by the goiden shadows of the morning of
immortality—if deep

ﬁou—il were yet an inestimable privilege to
y aside the burden of life, for life becomes soon-
er or later a burden, an eocho among ruins.

In the corper of the burial ground, where the
trees are thiokest, a little spart from the rest, was
the grave of Mary Wildermings, and yesr after
year the blue thistles bloomed and faded in its
sunken sod.

The train of my reflections naturally suggest-
ed her, and, turuing my eyes in the direction of
her resting place, | saw, or thought 1 saw, the
outline of & human figure | remembered the
story of her unresting ghost, and at first little
doubted that I beheld it, aud felt, [ own. a tumult
of strange feeling on finding myself thus alone so
near & questionable shape.

Then, | waid, this is some delusion of the
senses ;. g 1 ~ipsed my hand over my eyes, for
T et Y -
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o1 gaze.

it there was da¥a=a cloud passed over the moon,
and, without venturing to look toward the haunt-
ed grave, | withdrow from the gate, very lightly;
novertheless, it oreaked as | did so. Any sound
save the beating of my own heart gave me cour-
oge : snd when 1 had walked a little way, | turned
and looked again, but the dense shadow would
huve prevented my seeing anything, if it had been
there. Certain it is, | saw nothing.

On returning home, | nsked the housekeeper,
a lous person usually, if she remembered
Mary Wildermings, and if she were not buried
in the graveyard across the wood.

“Yes, | remember her, snd she is buried in the
corner of the ground on the hill. They came to
my house, | know, to get a cup, or something of
the sort, with which to dir the water from her
grave, for it rained terribly all the day of her
funcral. But,” she added, * what do yon want to
talk of the dead aud gone for, when there are liv-
ing folks enough to talk about 1"

ruth is, she wanted me to say something of
our new neighbors, and was vexed that | did not,
though I probably should have dons so had they
not been quite driven from my thoughts by the
more absorbing event of the evening ; so, as much
vexed and disappointed as herself, | retired. The
night was haunted with some troublous dresms,
but & day of sunshine succeeded, and my thoughta
flowed back to & more cheerfal channel.

Days snd weeks went by, and we neither saw
nor heard nnything of our new neighbors, for my
eall was not returned, nor did | make any fur-
ther overtures toward an acquaintance.

Often, as | aat under the appletree by the door,
of twilights, | heard the sweet mellow music of
the flute.

“1s that at the cottage 77 said the housekeeper
to me, one night ; “ it sounds to me as though it
were in the corner of the graveyard "

1 smiled ns she turned her head a little to one
side, eapireling the right with bar hond,
listened for some minutes eagorly, nod them pro-
ceeded to express her conviction that the mausic
was the result of no mortal agency,

“Did you ever hear of s ghost playing the
flute 1" said 1.

“A flute! she answered, indignantly, “it's a
flate, just as much as you are & flute ; and for the
suke of enlightening your blind understanding
I'l1 go to the graveyurd, night as it Iy, if you wi i
go with me”

“ Yery well ¥ [ mid.  “Come on.”

8o, under the faint light of the orescent moon,
we took our way together. CGirudually the notes
became lower and asdder, and quite died away. |
urged my tmhll7 companion to walk faster
lest the ghost should vanish too ; and she nocedod
to my wish with silent nlmrlli‘ that oonvinoed

e

me at once of the sincerity of her expressed be-
lief.

Just aa we began to asoend the hill, she stopped
suddenly, saying,

‘“There! did you hear that 1"

1 answered that | heard a nolse, but that it was
no unusual thing to hear sounds of the sorl in an
inhabited nlghgwhul at so early an hour,

It wus the latohing of the gite at the grave-
yard. She answerad, solemnly,

“ As you value your immortal soul, go no far-
ther.”

In vain | argoed, that a ghost would have no
need to unlatoh the gate, She positively refused
to go farther, and with & coursge not very habit-
ual to me, | confess, | walked ou alone.

“ Do you think I don’t know that sound?” she
called after me. “ I would know it if 1 had for-
E.mn ﬂerﬁhin; elne. Oh, stop till [ tell you !

he night Mary Wildermings died,” I b her
say ; but | knew the sound of the gute na well as
she, and would not wait even for & ghost story. |
bave since wished | had, for !ll ocould never after-

rds unde her to reveal it
'.(lli:;::: the summit of the hill, | perceived a
little way before me, & dark figare, receding slow-
ly; but #o intent was [ on the superhuman, that
1 paid little attention to the human ; though after-
ward, in recalling the siroumatance, the individual
Ewloulyun while I mt on the bridge became

some

n-wh:ld with ;hlc. S
How hushed snd solemn the graveyard seem
I was half afraid, s 1 looked in—quite startled,
in faot, when Im.hlni:-d onlatehing the s to
determine whother the sound | hi were
that or not ; a rabbit, roused from its light llm
under the fallen fleelly noross the i
mounds to the safer ter of the woods. [ saw
nothing else, save that the grass was trampled to
a narrow path leading towards Mary's grave.
During the summer, | sometimes saw the young
girl in the woods, and | notiosd that ube neither
ered flowers nor sang with the birds; but
would sit for hours in some d':: shadow, without
moving ber position in the least, not even to push
away the light curls which the winds blew over
hor cheeks and forehead, ns they would, She
seemed to neither love nor seek human compan-
foaship.. Onoe only I notioed, nnd it was the last
time shie over walked ju the woods, that he whom
1 su to be her brother was with her.

A few days sfterwards, being sligh
ed, | n.llulrl::hl vl?llu; doctor. Our conversa-
u;n, naturally enougk, was of who was sick and
who was

left the roon, so that [ but imperfectly saw him.
When he was gone, the woman folded the eover-
ing away from the face, and to my horror | saw
that the eyes were still unclosed. Seeing my sur-
prise, she said. as ehe folded a napkin, and pioned
it close over the shut lids—

“ It in strange, but the ehild would never in life
close her eyes—her mother, they say, died in
watching for one who never came, and the baby
was watchful and sleepless from the first”

The next day, and the next, it was dull and
riny — excitement and premature exposure had
induced a return of my first indisposition, so that
| was not at the faneral. | saw, however, from
my window, preparations for the borial—te my
surprise, in the lonesome little graveyard hy the
woods.

lu the course of a fortnight, [ prepared for &
visit of condolence to the cottage, but, on resching
it, found the inbabitants gone—the place still and
emply,

On my return, | stopped at the haunted burisl
ground—close by the grave of Mary Wilder

in the darkuess were not |
subken the foundilivie Gf tha white bastiens of

[ louked toward the coftkge (0 reassure | st brny
amyaslf by the light of & human habitation. but | question which it would be well for our Congress

mings was that of the stranger child. The briers
and thistles had been carefully out away, there
wan no slab and no name over either, but the blue
sud white violets were plantad thickly about both
That they slept well, was all 1 knew
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It is admitted by all that the Greek word for
slaveholder is despotes, or despot. Slsveholilug
is therefore despotism. It is identical in princi-
ple and spirit with eivil despotism. 1t cnly dir
fers in the numbers of its subjects and its power
to infliot & deeper wretchedness.

Slaveholders, or domestic despols, have the
whole commuunity to aid them in keeping down
their slaves Civil despots are without such
backing, and have to make their yoke compmrs-
tively light, lest their vassals shonld toss it from
their necks. Like slavebolders, they deny 1o
their subjects the right of volantary expatriation
Thus the Emperor of China has Iately published
a law forbidding his subjects to emigrate 10 Cali-

fornia. If sny should disobey this law, snd run
away from thalr muaster, 62r, s oot 'R
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and onr whole gafian 1o conpider oarefilly. We
hear it constantly affirmed that we ought to re-
store fugitive slaves to their despots or masters,
because Abraham was a despot, aud the aogel of
the Lord sent back his runaway Hagar; and
Philemon waa o despot or slaveholder, and Paul
sent back to him his fugitive Onesimus. But if
we are bound by Bible precedent to deliver up to
one olase of despots their fugitives, are we not
equally bound to deliver up to another class their
runaways, too? DPharoah was a despot, and Mo-
ses ran away from him. The same angel of the
Lord that sent back Hagar to Abraham, sent back
Moses to Pharoah. Ahsb and Jezebel were des-
pots, It seems Elijsh was very unwilling to run
away. He stood his ground until all the proph-
ety but himself were slain with the sword, and
they were aneking his life to take it away. Des-
potism was just ubout to do its worst with him.
And then the prophet took to his heels and ab-
soonded, But the Lord oame to the cave in which
he had ooncealed himself, and, after nddressing
him twioe with that searching question, “ what
doest thou here, Elijsh 1’ commanded him to re-
tarn to his master.

Herod was a despot.  No slaveholder could be
more despotic than he. When he was about to
kill the infant Saviour, the angel of the Lord told
Joseph and Mary to take him by nlght, and flse
into Egypt. But as soon aa Herod was dead, the
same sngel commanded them to return to the
Innd of larael, where they were to be subject to
Herod's son and heir. Now, If the restoration of
Hagnr and Onesimus to their masters proves that
we ought to deliver up to domestic despots or
slavebolders their runaways who cscape to us,
does not the restoration of Moses to Pharoah, of
Elijah to Ahab, and of Joseph and Mary to the
family of Herod, prove that we ought to deliver
up to eivil deapota their fogitive servants who
take refuge in our borders? 1 do not wee why
the argument ig not ono oAse s in the
ather, Indecd, th make out o
stronger plea than the alavehol can. It is
admitted by all that Pharouh and Ahab and
ITerod were civil despots, but it would be very
hard to prove that Abraham and Philemon were
domestio despota or slaveholders. If | were re-
quired to prove it, | would think myself in as bad
o cnse a8 Pharoah’s servants were in, when re-
quired to make brick without siraw.

That wise man, Nabal, had & profound respeat
for the powera that be. It grieved his wine
heart to think that no many servints esoaped from
their masters in his day as David escsped from
Saul. Ho gave the ransway David & strong hint
that he ought to go back to his maater; uwnd no
doubt, if he had able, he would have sent
him back. The race of the Nabals is not ex-
tinct,. They have become very numercus in our
country; and, like their venerable sire, they vex
their righteous souls because so many ants
now-a-days take 11 ball” of their despots, But
why do they keep all their concern for fugitives
from ome kind of despotism? 1If it grieves them
to know that men are fi from tism in
the South, why does it not grieve them Lo know
that men are fleelng to our borders from the des-
potismn of Austria and Russin and Turkey snd
China? If the command, “ servants, be obedieut
to your own masters,” implies that domestio alaves
ought in no case to run away from their despots,
does not the sommand, “let every soul be subject
unto the higher powerd,” imply that politioal
dlnves ought never to escape thelr lords 7
Why treat these two olagses of fugitives so differ-
ently? Congress says that if we give aid and
comfort to one class, wo must in every instanoce
be fined $1,000 and be imprisoned six montha,
besides paying nnother thousand to the master if
the slave is lost to him. And, them, the same
Congress gives aid and comfort to the fugitives
from gu despotism by voting them money

iplioal critios have found out
why the Jews were forbidden to deliver up the
servanta who escaped to them. 1t is this: ‘Fhu.
servants were from heathen lands, and to deliver
them up to their masters was to send them back
esthenism. Indeed! But the of
Orlenns declarethat there are 100 slaves
within their borders who have never M the
name of Christ as s Saviour. And the of
South Carolina and Georgis tell us that the plaves
are the heathen of our country, and in re-
upects the most hopeless class of heathen on the
faoe of the globe! Now, it does seem to me that
g B g s oo g o By
sm In Asla, equally w ver up ser-
vaaie 4o bebiheniom i Amerie. ’
H. 8, PuLLexron,

South Salem, Ohio,
THOMAS BUBEY.

Proserriry, Wasmnoros Coonry,
Prnnsvivania, dprd 18, 18561,
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